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Best Day Of My Life 


Author's Notes: 
This is my first try to write these two together, so don't judge it too hard.. 
READ THIS ONLY AFTER YOU'VE READ THE STORY! 


This is what Kirk is saying: 

"| promise to love and care for you, and | will try in every way to be worthy of your love. 
| will always be honest with you, kind, patient and forgiving, 

| promise to try to be on time. 

But most of all, | promise to be a true and faithful friend to you. 


| love you." 


| was pacing back and forth and counting down from ten for like the millionth time. | couldn't do this. Nope. No 
way. My hands were sweaty and shaky, | could practically hear my own heartbeat and | was pretty sure that 
if | stopped moving, my legs would give out and | would fall down like a sack of potatoes. 


The clock was loudly ticking in the background, reminding me that | didn't have much time left. | had to man up 
and go out there or else my only other option will be jumping through the window and running like | never ran 
before. 

What the fuck was | saying.. | had to do this. | couldn't disappoint him. He could forgive me if | just passed out 
right in front of him. Hell, he would probably find it funny, but he wouldn't forgive me if | just chickened out of 
this at the last moment. 

The door suddenly opened with a quiet squeak and James' head popped in through it. 

"Hey man, you're ready?" No. No | fucking wasn't. | needed an oxygen mask and a hug from my mom. 

"Yeah, absolutely." He smiled at me. 


"A bit nervous, huh?" 


lm not nervous, | just." | closed my eyes and ran my hands across my face. "Fuck, | feel like I'm about to 


pass out." James chuckled 
"Well this isn't gonna help you, but it starts in like a few minutes." 
"You're right, its not helping." He finally walked in through the door and placed his hands on my shoulders. 


"Everything's gonna be fine. You two love each other and this will all be over quickly. An hour later you'll 
realize that this is the best day of your life" | let out a shaky breath and opened my eyes again 


"Yeah, | know.." James glanced at the clock and smiled nervously. 
"Its time. Come on, let's go." 


He turned around and walked out of the room. Before | had a chance to change my mind, | followed him. We 
silently walked through a spacious corridor that was decorated with all sorts of bullshit like flowers and 
ribbons. It was way too tacky for my taste and | wanted to comment on it, but | kept my mouth shut, 


because | felt like opening it would make me throw up. 


We stopped in front of a big wooden door. James gave me one last encouraging smile and walked through it. | 
started counting down from ten again while waiting for music to start on the other side. | don't know if it 
actually helped my nerves much, but at least it distracted me from the muffled noise of people talking on the 
other side of the door. 


Suddenly | heard the first notes of an all too familiar melody and took a deep breath one last time. That was it. 
| pushed any doubts that | might've had out of my head and walked in. 


There were about fifty people sitting on neatly lined up chairs and they all turned to look at me. | gave them a 
nervous smile and started walking forward. | saw my parents at the very front. My father had a proud 


expression on his face and my mother was silently crying. 


| really didn't need anyone riling up my emotions even more at that moment, so | looked ahead of myself. The 
love of my life was standing there and waiting for me. He was wearing an eloquent black tuxedo that matched 
mine and his usually wild black curls were neatly falling down his shoulders. He was looking at me with love and 


confidence. How come | was the only one who was practically pissing his pants out of fear? 


Behind him there stood a middle aged lady in a neat blue dress and a matching jacket. She gave me a warm 
smile and | did my best to return it. She was going to marry us. 


| stood in front of Kirk and took his hands into mine. Our wedding ceremony began. The lady started off with 
the whole "Dearly beloved, we are gathered here Today...” bullshit and honestly, | didn't listen to a single word 


she said. 


| just looked at Kirk's warm, brown eyes that | loved so much. This was really happening... It seemed like not 
that long ago we had our first awkward kiss in a back of a tour van while surrounded with our first cheap 


instruments. Now | was giving him my heart. 


In a shaky voice | told him my vows that James helped me to write. Don't judge me, | had a dude who wrote 
songs loved my millions as my best man, it would've been stupid not to use this opportunity.. He just 


rephrased what | had to say anyway and Kirk had Jason who no doubt helped him too. 


Then it was Kirk's turn to say his vows and he gently pulled his hand out of mine. His eyes widened as he saw 


a bunch of blurry and washed out lines on his palm. 


"Shit." The lady cleared her throat and he sheepishly looked up at her. "Sorry. Um." He closed his eyes for a 
second as if trying to remember something. "Ok, here we go.. Jeg lover at elske og pleje for dig, og jeg vil 
forsøge på alle måder at være værdig til din kærlighed" My eyes got wide. He wasn't.. "Uh... Jeg vil altid være 
ærlig med dig, venlig, tålmodig og tilgivende. Jeg lover at prøve at være på tid. Men mest af alt, jeg lover at 


være en sand og trofast ven til dig.. Jeg elsker dig.” 


He had a dorky accent while speaking Danish and spelled half the words wrong, but | didn't care, that was the 
most beautiful thing I've ever heard. My eyes started filling up with tears and Kirk let out a nervous laugh. 


"Don't cry." | took his ink stained hand into mine again and pressed his fingers to my lips. 
"| love you so much." 


"| know, that's why we're here, silly." | quietly chuckled while the lady next to us cleared her throat again, 


making us look back to her. 


"Do you, Kirk, take Lars to be your wedded husband, to cherish him in love and in friendship, in strength and in 
weakness, in success and in disappointment, to love him faithfully today, tomorrow, and for as long as the two 
of you shall live?" Kirk gave me his beautiful, loving smile. 

"| do." 

"And do you, Lars, take Kirk to be your wedded husband." 

"| dol" The lady threw her hands up in defeat. 

As soon as the words left my mouth, | wrapped my arms around Kirk's waist and pulled him into a kiss that 
he immediately responded to with just as much love and passion as | gave him. People started cheering and 
clapping, | could swear that | heard my mom practically wailing in the background, but Kirk's quietly whispered 


"| love you" was louder than all of them. 


James was right, this was the best day of my life. 


